iv               WITHIN THE GATES
about his neck, and winds it round his
waist like a sash. The YOUNG WHORE
goes unsteadily a little nearer to the
BISHOP.)
YOUNG WHORE (affealingly to the BISHOP).
Let me not mingle my last moments with this
marching misery!
BISHOP (slowly and with decision). With them,
daughter, is safety and penance, and penance
will bring you peace.
(The YOUNG WHORE turns away from the
BISHOP, and goes up the centre towards
the DOWN-AND-OUTS, who come down
as if to meet her; but they halt when
they find that the DREAMER bars their
way down. The YOUNG WHORE goes
on with her head bent till shejinds her-
self in the arms of the DREAMER. She
struggles faintly to free herself, but he
holds her tight?)
BISHOP (to the YOUNG WHORE, slowly and with
decision]. You must go where they go, and their
sighing shall be your song. You must mingle
your last hour with the dust that marching life
has left behind her.
DOWN-AND-OUTS (chanting):
You must be merry no more; you must walk in
the midst of the mournful;
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